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Their horses were striding along side by side, and Gregor
took a sidelong look at Kopylov, at his good-natured face,
and listened with a touch of chagrin to his words.
''That's not the point/' Kopylov exclaimed, frowning
with annoyance, " How can you interview a woman at all
wlaen all you're wearing is your trousers, and you've got
bare feet ? You didn't even fling your jacket around your
shoulders : I remember that very well. Of course, these are
small things, but they sum you up as a man. . . . How
shall I put it . , /'
" Put it as simply as possible ! "
" Well, as an extremely boorish sort of man. And the
way you speak ! It's horrible ! Instead of ' quarters/ you
say ' quawters'; instead of * evacuation/ you say
' evakivation/ for * seemingly * you say ' it looks like as if/
And, like all illiterate people, you have an inexplicable
passion for fine-sounding foreign words ; you use them in
season and out of season, you twist them unbelievably, and
when at staff conferences military terminology is used, such
words as * dislocation/ * dispositions/ * concentrations/ and
so on, you stare at the speaker in admiration and, I venture
to say, even with envy/'
" Now you're talking bosh ! " Gregor exclaimed, and a
merry look appeared on his face. Stroking his horse between
its ears, scratching its silkily warm skin under the mane, he
asked: " Well, carry on; give your commander a good
dressing-down!"
" Now, listen : why should I dress you down ? It ought
to" be quite clear to you yourself that you happen to be
unfortunate in regard to these things. And then you get
upset because the officers don't treat you as an equal. So
far as manners and education are concerned you're just a
blockhead ! " The insulting term fell out almost by accident,
and Kopylov took alarm. He knew how uncontrollable was
Gregor's anger, and he was afraid of an outburst. But he
took a swift glance at Gregor and at once felt reassured:
throwing himself back in the saddle, Gregor was laughing
silently, and a dazzling grin of teeth gleamed under his
whiskers. Kopylov was so surprised at this result of his
words, and Gregor's laugh was so infectious, that he also
into laughter, saying : *f There you are ! A sensible